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Summary 


Quackity goes for a walk to clear his head. Wilbur shows up and complicates things. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


It’s almost cold out, tonight, Quackity half-notices as he slowly walks the path out of Las 
Nevadas, leaving the lightshow behind with only the gentle tapping of his cane signaling his 
departure. He’d left his suit jacket in his office, shrugged it off and tossed it over the back of 
his desk chair in a halfhearted fit of frustration, so for now he shoves his free hand into his 
pants pocket, hoping the late-summer air won’t cool any further as dusk turns to night. 


He hadn’t realized where he was going until he was there, too caught up in his head to 
recognize the familiar wood planks of the Prime Path. His hands ball tighter into fists, more 
from tension, and maybe bitterness, than anger. If he’d still worn rings on his left hand, they 
would have clinked in his pocket against the brass of his lighter. But instead, the metal, cast 
into an intricate ram’s skull, digs into his knuckles. The pain is grounding, exciting almost, 
and Quackity grins, ignoring how the expression tugs at still-healing scar tissue, tattered lips 
sliding over gold teeth, tucked between their bone-white counterparts. 


He passes by Wilbur at first. The man is leaning across a doorway that looks almost crafted to 
fit him, high and narrow and spilling lantern light across his face, reflecting off his glasses. 
He smirks as Quackity walks past, and rises silently, slipping easily into his blindspot and 
clearing his throat. 


“Beautiful night for a walk.” 


Quackity stops, but doesn’t turn. He knows better than to act startled, show the slightest bit of 
fear, even as his heart beats in his throat. The voice is rougher than he remembers it, worn 
hoarse from war, explosions, and thirteen years inhaling the smog left by departing trains. 
The cadence is the same, however, and instantly recognizable. Quackity fails to ignore the 
way his face heats up. A reaction to being scared, he’s sure. 


“Some way of greeting an old friend,” he counters, stepping to the left of the Path and 
switching the hand he holds his cane in, before beckoning Wilbur forward to force him into 
Quackity’s line of sight. “Care to join me?” 


Wilbur hums agreement as he steps forward, hands jammed firmly into the pockets of his 
long, brown coat, each hole carefully mended, each adornment sewn on with care and pride. 


“Thought that coat belonged to Tommy,” Quackity mutters as the two set off again, gaze set 
firmly on the wooden path, away from Wilbur. “The thing never looked so good when you 
were alive.” 


“He gave it back. Said it pissed him off too much to wear, and I’ve never been so sure he 
wasn’t joking.” Wilbur’s tone is just a bit too deliberate to be carefree, and it startles 
Quackity to realize how easy it still is to read his old political opponent. That always was the 
problem, wasn’t it? Each a step ahead of the other, until they got too tangled up in the dance 
to notice the music fading out. 


All Quackity affords him in response is a simple hum. This close to Wilbur, and Quackity can 
feel his gentle heat, smell the cheap cigarette smell that’s always clung to him, surprisingly 
different from the hand-rolled cigars his husband used to smoke. Quackity’s fingers twitch, 


the sudden nicotine craving calling away his attention, and he realizes he’s missed what 
Wilbur’s said last. It doesn’t worry him much. He’s never been good at getting straight to the 
point, and Quackity doesn’t care much for the verbal foreplay, not when they’ve gone 
through the motions so many times. Conversations shouldn’t feel like combat, Karl had 
murmured once, running his pale, freckled fingers over the backs of Quackity’s hands, and at 
the time, Quackity had understood. He’d been ready, and trying, to heal. Now, though, it’s 
just too easy to slip into old habits, so he links his arm through Wilbur’s and coolly cuts him 
off midsentence. 


“You're talkative tonight. It’s almost as if you missed me.” Quackity grins again, and doesn’t 
let it reach his eyes, tilting his face to make sure Wilbur can see it, if he looks. 


He does, and misses his step as the two of them lock eyes, expression a barely-maintained 
neutral. 


“There’s a lot I missed, Big Q,” Wilbur states, and Quackity stifles a nostalgic smile at the 
nickname. “Some things more than others.” 


They’ve stopped walking entirely, Quackity’s arm slipped easily out of Wilbur’s so the two of 
them can face each other. Quackity sees Wilbur head-on for the first time since his death, 
features softened under the gentle haze of a glowstone streetlamp. His hair is long and 
streaked with gray and white, curling halfway to his elbows. He’s cleanshaven, with faded 
shrapnel scars across his face and hands, dark eyes observant as ever behind his glasses. Not 
for the first time that night, Quackity feels his face heat up, and hopes the light won’t be 
bright enough to give him away. Instead, he tucks an errant piece of hair behind his ear as he 
makes eye contact with Wilbur, exposing his whole face in equal parts tease and challenge. 
He knows he’s disheveled, after a day working on Las Nevadas, his dress shirt rumpled and 
his glass eye left abandoned on the bathroom sink, and he knows how to work his appearance 
to his advantage, tugging his beanie more securely to his head. Wilbur’s eyes follow the 
motion, and Quackity allows himself a moment to bask in the small success. 


Wilbur swallows, eyes still locked on Quackity, and offers up his hand. “Jack Manifold’s 
been working on a pub, just up the way, and it’s empty, but finished enough we could go 
there, catch up a bit more, if you want?” The sentence is oddly constructed, and during the 
elections, the war, Quackity would have called attention to it, but now he’s got other goals in 
mind than teasing a former friend-turned-rival-turned-tragic-hero. So he instead places his 
hand on Wilbur’s shoulder, trails his fingers slightly down Wilbur’s arm, and slips his hand 
into his own pocket. He’s not letting Wilbur win that easily. 


“Lead the way, then.” 


The two of them end up on the roof, alone with the stars and left-behind scaffolding. Wilbur 
looks so peaceful, leaning against the railing and gazing out on the SMP, and something 
inside Quackity wants to break that tranquility. 


“You said you missed, this, being alive,” Quackity taunts, “but you still fucking smell like 
cigarettes. Trying for a slower death this time?” Wilbur quirks an eyebrow as he slowly turns 
to face Quackity, something akin to a smile on his face. 


“The cravings never really leave you, you know?” Wilbur lets a hint of strain slip into his 
voice. “And thirteen years with no way to relieve that urge, snapped back into a body that 
still smells of smoke, I’m fucking grateful each time I light one up.” As if to punctuate the 
statement, he rummages around for a half-crushed carton of cigarettes and fumbles one into 
the corner of his mouth. “Besides, Quackity, you’re one to talk.” The near-empty matchbook 
he produces is even more beat-up than the cigarette box, and each of the matches he strikes 
snaps clean in half. 


“T quit, actually.” He had, for a full three months, with the help of his ex-fiances. But that, 
like so many other things, had ended when their relationship did. He still tried to keep it up, 
but it’s easy to buy cigarettes in a city like Las Nevadas, and easier still to pretend he’d quit 
again tomorrow. 


Wilbur raises an eyebrow, as Quackity tenses up, glaring into his eyes as if daring Wilbur to 
challenge the lie. 


“T don’t suppose you’d have a light on you, then?” Quackity frowns, and passes his lighter to 
Wilbur, who takes a moment to admire the design. “Pretty little thing.” 


“It was Schlatt’s.” Quackity knows Wilbur knows it, and all of a sudden Wilbur’s the one 
pulling the strings. It was a cheap dig, but the two of them were never above that sort of 
move. 


“Hm.” Wilbur lights up, inhales the smoke like he’d die without it. “Wonder if Dream’d 
consider bringing him back.” 


Quackity snarls, grimace pulling painfully at his scars, and steps up to Wilbur. He’s lost, he’s 
let his anger show, but he still feels satisfaction in the way Wilbur leans back, caught up 
against the edge of the building with no chance to back away. His eyes are wide, and 
Quackity’s close enough to feel his heartbeat (too close). 


“You're beautiful when you’re angry,” Wilbur breathes, smoke pouring out with his words. 
Quackity inhales, raking a hand down the side of Wilbur’s face, dragging off his glasses and 
leaving four shallow cuts blossoming on his cheek. 


“And you’re beautiful when you’re bleeding.” He pulls the cigarette from Wilbur’s hand and 
puts it to his lips, leaning back against the wall beside Wilbur, anger satiated for now. “I 
shouldn’t’ve done that,” he adds a moment later, “but I’m not sorry I did.” 


Wilbur doesn’t respond for a moment, and Quackity looks up as he takes another drag. 
Wilbur’s staring at him with familiar, unconcealed intensity, and his lips catch the faint light 
as he half-whispers, sharply, “I want to kiss you.” 


Quackity’s barely processed his words before he’s leaning forward to grab fistfuls of Wilbur’s 
hair and pull him down to Quackity’s height. 


“Then do it.” 


Wilbur does, and their lips clash together, the night’s tension rising again as they kiss. 
Quackity keeps his grip on Wilbur’s hair, and he hisses in pain, biting down on Quackity’s 
lower lip hard enough to draw blood, catching his teeth on Quackity’s tongue piercing. 
Quackity giggles, gasping for air, and Wilbur joins in the half-hysterical laughter. 


“T shouldn’t have done that,” Wilbur echoes, “But I’m fucking glad I did.” 

Quackity snorts as he pulls away, lips wet with blood and spit. “I’ll be worse for you than the 
cigs, you know.” Wilbur’s mouth is equally stained, and Quackity reaches up to wipe his own 
blood off Wilbur’s lips with his thumb, expression coquettish as he licks it off his thumb. 


“And me you,” Wilbur counters, grammar deliberately imperfect. “Reverse symbiosis,” he 
smirks, and Quackity pulls him into another kiss, teeth scraping against each other. 


Both of their mouths are bleeding, by the time they’re done. 


End Notes 


Comment if you enjoyed ¥ 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


